PLAYS   AND   PLAYERS

If the critics want to reform the stage, let them begin
by reforming the public."

In his cabin on the Lusitania he showed me a mass of
yellow manuscript, scribbled over with hieroglyphics
in blue pencil.

"That's my play," he said, very simply.

"Shall I take it home and read it?" I asked.

"No," he replied. "I will try it on Barrie and
bring it back in better shape."

So he shook hands and sailed with his cherished drama,
which reposes to-day, not on the summit of Mont Blanc,
but at the bottom of the Irish Sea.eek of fourteen thousand
